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Update as of 11/4/22: ever since rockfic got the updated look, | can't take the original fic off of hidden model! 
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"Joel" 


Another day, another show for Def Leppard. 


"Joe?" 

Another night, and another hookup with another groupie. 

"Joe!" 

They always started off with the same word in the same perky tone. Joe's status made it easy enough for 
him that he rarely had to do any work to get the usual ball rolling. He was always the target, and his targets 
always came to him; the same made-up, mini skirt-clad, ambitious women that came with rock and roll. It was 
just life. It was clockwork. 

Every night was no different from the same old routine. Do the show, get in a lay or two, go to sleep, repeat. 
Even the night Joe met Emma, that sequence was all he ever expected to happen He learned his lesson after 
meeting her, though: that this rock and roll lifestyle wasn't the clockwork he believed it to be. 


The groupie called Emma had picked Joe first, but he acted like he saw her first. 


She didn't even begin with the traditional and perky greeting of "Joel" She began it with a smirky and ambitious 
"hey there.” 


It took him slightly by surprise. That's where things began. 


Another "hey there" was all he could think to reply with, since being famous didn't mean your flirting skills 


improved. 

Emma didn't care about that. She knew very well what to do whether the star was a talker or not. She was no 
stranger to rock n roll. In that sense, she and Joe were two of a kind. In other senses, they couldn't have been 
more different. 


They were both targets, though, and life as a target had one goal: to be hit right where it counted. 


There was always a sequence of steps that commenced after the initial meeting of the targets. They went in a 


certain order. On a normal night, it went as such: 
Step one: minimal talk. 


"So, is this your first Def Leppard show?" Joe had asked her with a sly grin, a variation of the traditional and 


cliche "come here often?" pickup line. 
"You could say that," she offered a smirk back. 


Typically, step one only required as much small talk as needed. It didn't usually take long before both targets 


knew what they had to do. When it did become obvious, step two was called upon. 
Step two: walk to secluded and private location within the venue. 


"Our dressing room should be free," Joe give the usual flutter of eyelashes over predatorial catlike eyes, "You 


wanna head there?" 


Emma wasted no time in agreeing with "I'd love to" before taking his hand and leading him down the twisted and 


slightly trafficked hallways. 


The dressing room was supposed to be their salvation, but they both quickly found out it never was. After 
discovering the door being locked, Sav and a female voice apologized from the inside room, and it sent Emma 
and Joe on their way. It was funny- normally it was Joe on the other side of the door saying "sorry mate" to 


one of the other Leps. The tables were turned tonight, it seemed. 


Plan B failed for them too, because the nearest bathroom was locked, and Rick and another female voice 


apologized from the other side of the door. The same "sorry mate" as before turned them away yet again 


"For fuck's sake, you wanna just do it here in the open?" Emma crossed her arms and leaned back against the 


wall. 


An idea from her words sparked a light in Joe's eyes. For a second, she thought he was actually down for the 
suggestion. 


"Now that you mention it, there is this one limited access hallway that no one really knows exists-" 

Emma laughed and uncrossed her arms, "Well why didn't you just say so? Come on, then" 

Step two, plan C was a last resort, but Joe was certain it had to work So what that the normal routine was 
taking a while? Step three was all that really mattered in the end. It took a few minutes to reach the next 
location of choice, then Joe announced as he dragged Emma along, "Here we go, just right around here-" 


Step three: ‘getting it on! 


When Emma and Joe turned the corner, step three was already in full, complete swing. It was perfect, only- 


they weren't the ones who were participating in it. 
For fuck's sake. 


The blonde pinned against the wall in the limited access hallway writhed and grunted as the two blonde 
guitarists each took their turns with her simultaneously. The longer haired one had his mouth at work on her 


breast, while the other had his mouth at work on her clit. 


"Oh come on!" Joe whined, defeated. 


Both men turned and looked at Joe, and quickly understood his situation when they took one look at Emma. 


They each gave a sricker. 
‘Sorry, mate." 


The singer's eyes rolled, and he grabbed Emma's hand this time, leading her away with a harsh "come on, we 
gotta think of somewhere else". Suddenly there were no secluded or private areas of the venue. Joe must've 


fallen behind tonight, and he suddenly wished he'd met Emma just a bit sooner. 

Joe sensed that the clockwork of the night had decided to go differently ever since he met her. The way she 
always took his hand first and the way she dominated in conversation made him wonder what else she 
dominated at. He could hardly wait to see what she had in store for step three. 

Joe himself had a more personal routine for this daily situation, too. In between the normal sequence of steps, 
he'd develop a mission of his own. He'd observe the nature of his target (with no doubt that they were 


observing him too) and decide what bedroom routine he'd pull out on them once he was given the chance. 


Based on Emma's demeanor, Joe knew that he had no choice but to dominate her. He decided that tonight, he'd 
try and flip flop his expectations of his target at all costs. He would not submit to her. 


A picture of her moaning his name appeared instantly- the glorious goal. It involved Joe pounding into her from 
behind, grunting dirty things, and hearing her beg for more. His mind pictured it all happening in a random hotel 
by default, and that's when the idea hit him. 


Shortly after dragging Emma away from the Terror Trio, Joe stopped his pacing, and told her with a 


mischievous smile, "Wait... I've got a hotel room tonight." 
It seemed perfect. 
| know no one's shagging in there. You wanna head there instead?" 


"Of course | do," she gave him the same look, grabbed his hand again and dragged him back to the exit (Joe 
stopping by the dressing room first to quickly tell Sav he'd be busy in their room). 


It was obvious that neither of them were determined to give up on the night just yet. 

Within minutes, they were in a cab, merrily heading on their way to Step Two: Plan D. The energy between 
them felt rather impatient. If Joe had to wait any amount longer, he thought he'd stiffen up right then and 
there. 


The sudden appearance of a hand on his thigh signified that a hard-on wasn't so far away after all. 


Emma's hand moved back and forth, moving in circles on his leg. As the lights of the city passed through the 
windows while they drove on, Joe immediately saw the lusty light in her eyes whenever the passing glows 
struck them. With their eyes now set on each other, Joe felt Emma's hand pass over to his crotch, and upon 


instinct, he put a large hand on her as well. 
In the back of that random cab they shared, step 3 had begun. 


Before they knew it, they were embraced and teasing each other. Emma wasted no time getting down to 
business, but Joe was the one who started the kissing (as he knew he had to always be one step ahead if he 
was going to top her). He would find his mouth on her neck as a move to claim the dominant role, but Emma 


would retaliate by tugging on his hair as he did so, earning a lusty grunt from him in return. 
Perhaps they'd call it a draw for now. 


No- Joe wouldn't allow that. He was in so deep in this battle that his pants were beginning to feel tight already. 
He knew his prick needed to fulfill the fantasy he'd created- in no time he'd be aching for it. 


By the time they'd gotten back to Joe's (and Sav's) room, things sped up. If Emma and Joe had been 


somewhere in the venue, it would've been just the same. 
Same routine, different location A typical night after all 


Joe barely had time to shut the door and lock it before having Emma unleash herself on him when he turned 
around. She tackled him with a passionate kiss, and pressed him against the wall. A hand went to his hair, 
digging her fingers into the long locks and pulling again. 


Joe admired how fierce she was, but wouldn't let the tables be flipped like this so soon. He needed to take 


control, he wanted to take control. 


After some groping on Joe's part, Emma slipped her hands under his shirt, starting to force it up, urging him 
to take it off. The deed was half done by her, but within seconds it was tossed on the floor. Her hands soon 


took opposite sides of his chest, and rubbed her palms over his hardened nipples. 


She felt him smirk against her lips, so she continued the motion on him. Joe always loved being stroked on any 


part of his body- it paired with the arousal in his pants very nicely. 


Emma, as if sensing this, took her fingertips, and started to rub them over the small, hardened buttons 
instead. Joe shuddered under her touch, and his grip on her breasts tightened. In response, her fingers 
retreated. It was working, and Joe thought he was finally starting to tame her. 


Joe hummed briefly in satisfaction, but before he could realize what was happening, Emma's fingers were 
pinching his nipples. She pulled back from the kiss, tugged on them slightly, twisted them in her grasp, and 


pulled them towards her. 


"Ah-!" a stiff gasp of pleasure escaped Joe as he suddenly felt his cock jump in his pants. Emma snickered in 
enjoyment at the display. 


For a second, Joe wondered if she'd stopped the kiss just because she wanted to hear the moan that she knew 


she'd get out of him. 


When Emma slammed a kiss back onto his lips, Joe knew that that was exactly the case. He felt like that if 
there were a scoreboard to keep track of the night's events, it would look something like Emma: L Joe: O! 


The worst bit of it was that he thought he wanted her to do it again. None of his girlfriends had ever touched 
him like that before, and it was oddly pleasurable. At the same time, Joe remembered what his goal was- he 
should be doing the same to her. 


Now, the game was on. Emma had scored the first point, but Joe was determined to come back strong. 


"Take your top off," Joe whispered urgently in between breaths. Obeying, Emma leaned back a bit, and pulled 
her shirt up and over her head, revealing a perfectly filled bra underneath. 


After getting it off her, Joe suddenly switched their positions and pressed her back against the wall the way 
she did to him. It was the perfect moment to make another game-changing play, so Joe took the opportunity, 
and put a hand up her mini skirt between her thighs. He pressed on her clit through her panties, and Emma 


rocked her hips against him in response. 
All according to plan. 


He'd score a goal tonight if it was the last thing he did. His hands undid her buttons and zippers, and he forced 
the skirt down her legs before pulling her panties down with his teeth. Emma stepped out of both garments 
around her ankles and kicked them away. 


‘| want you to put that mouth to work on me- like how that bitch in the hallway was getting it," she 
requested in a low growl, now naked and panting. Her tone was so convincing and intoxicating, Joe felt the sparks 
in his lower abdomen reignite themselves. She panted the words ‘that mouth’ like it was a privilege to be in his 
presence. The singer suddenly felt like he was in the middle of a dirty movie. 


Before he could seductively back her up onto the bed, she was already taking a seat and propping her legs up, 
more than ready for him. 


She sent dirty daggers with her eyes, raised up a hand, and motioned for him to ‘come here’ with her finger. 
Joe didn't wait another second before kneeling at the edge of the bed, and eagerly pressing his mouth onto her. 


Emma moaned and shuddered as he began to go to work. Joe's mouth was quickly making her hum and moan 


every dirty thing she could think of- just as he had fantasized about. 
He was definitely winning, now. 


Some of her moans were exclamations, and some were commands. Joe didn't hesitate to comply with any of 
them. As long as it kept him on top, he was down for anything. 


Emma announced after a few moments, "| wanna take your pants off" 


Joe transmitted an evil smile as well just before he straightened himself up on his feet again. He believed this 
was only the first step of her completely submitting to him. 


Her hands undid his zip in a flash, and she threw down the trousers even faster. Joe kicked them aside, now 


standing before her barren and ready. 


Emma leaned forward towards Joe's hardened member, and gently kissed the tip. Her fingers wrapped around 


his limb without warning, and Joe softly groaned at the feeling of being touched after the long wait. 

He opened his mouth to command her to-- he didn't even remember the exact words he wanted to say 
before she suddenly tightened her fist around him and pulled. It anxiously ignited his own fire, and he was lost 
for words right away. 


"Ahh." he let his eyes close and his chin float upwards. 


"Get on the bed," Emma snarled as her grip on his cock suddenly eased up. She moved to the side, letting him 
climb onto the bed and lay back with his hands behind his head. 


"Open your legs," she commanded. He obeyed without question. With his cock truly out in the open, Emma took 
it in her hand, tightening a grip on it again, and pulling. 


"Fuck--" Joe hissed, moving his hips and trying to thrust into her hand. He needed rhythm, he needed speed 
and friction- he needed anything that would take him higher. 


Emma could sense this, and kept pulling on him, now causing the tip of his erection to leak eagerly. 

"Aah, babe.. that's it." 

Another hand found its way to his balls, a thumb circling one, palming and tickling and stroking for all it was 
worth. In her case, it was worth quite a lot. Hearing Joe's moan-filled pants and praise was her coveted 


payment. 


Joe smiled down at the display before him. He knew he was definitely winning now. He simply had her wrapped 
around his finger (and other parts). It was time to put her to the test. 


"Suck me," the words floated from his lips like cold fog. 


Emma let her hand drift off of his member, and revamped her stance on the bed to have better access to 
the space between his legs. She gently but urgently put a hand on each thigh, spreading him just a little more. 
Diving right in, her mouth began on the inside of one thigh, kissing her way closer and closer to the own area 
that she called her goal. The warm mouth paused for a fast moment, her hot breath brushing against the 
inside of his legs. It was a quick enough pause that Joe had hardly time to process when she sucked one of his 
balls into her mouth. 


Joe's mouth slowly gaped and he threw his head back at the feeling of finally being taken. Now, all he had to do 


was wait for the right moment to mount her and get the real show on the road. 
"Agh-" he grunted, "You're just hitting all the right spots, babe.. so good." 
Hitting all the right spots, but he needed more. 


His prick was dripping precum onto his abdomen now, and he knew he was a lot closer than he was five 


minutes ago. He thought maybe now was the time to switch things up. 

If he had a plan devised, he wouldve forgotten it the second Emma planted a kiss in the space where his balls 
were joined. She didn't stop there- she began to kiss her way all the way up his swollen and aching prick, her 
tongue briefly making appearances between her lips as well. Without warning, the tip of her tongue pressed at 
the base where her kissing trail started, and she drug it up his whole length, earning a deep groan from him. 


"Nghh..!" he felt himself twitch under the cool trail left behind. 


Emma let the flat face of her tongue travel and swirl all over the head of his cock, and then tickled the leaking 
slit by flicking her tip over it. 


Joe gasped and gripped the sheets with his hands, "Ah-! Fuck, yes." 


The hot lips finally closed over him, and slid him into her waiting mouth. He thrust his hips up only by an inch 


or two, and felt immense satisfaction as a result. If he wasn't careful, he thought he may come too soon. 


Joe let his own head roll back out of pleasure as he kept a hand on hers. His eyes closed, and he let himself 


feel the action. 

Emma's other hand went to his balls again, teasing and squeezing as she kept sucking him. He thought it always 
felt good to be played with, to be spread out and explored. Being explored varied nicely from taking charge in 
this situation- all he had to do was lay back and feel the rush. 


But unbeknownst to Emma- Joe was absolutely certain- he was the one in charge here. 


The next thing Joe felt was Emma pulling her mouth off of him and replacing it with a hand like before. His 
own hand slipped from the back of her head, and her hand on his balls went absent too, but was back in a 
second. Not back as a hand, but with what felt like a single, wet fingertip. And it wasn't on his balls, but 
underneath them. The spot was pressed with a fair amount of force as she stroked his prick, making the 
singer smirk and hum with arousal. 


"Mm yeah." he panted softly, watching her work the magic before letting his head roll back again 


‘lm gonna take you high." she muttered with fire laced in her eyes. Joe had time to wonder what her 


intentions were for only a second before Emma pushed her now damp finger into his tight and untouched hole. 
Joe gasped, literally faken by surprise. His eyes perked open more, his head reclaiming an upright position. 
"Whoa-" he stiffened up. 

Emma stopped her finger when she felt him tense around it, softly telling him, "Relax." 


"|- |." Joe sputtered, wanting to put a stop to whatever she'd started, but didn't have the chance before his 
whole prick was taken back into her mouth. Joe felt himself sinking back into the bliss again. 


He relaxed back into the bed, his breathing laboured. He only now just realized that he was sweating. 


For a moment he thought she'd removed herself from him, until he felt Emma sliding the rest of her finger 


through his entrance. 

It was weird- it wasn't anything he'd ever had done to him before, and he wasn't sure how to take this special 
treatment. While the ecstasy of being sucked nearly drowned out the presence of her finger, Joe still wasn't 
into stuff like this- something somehow even more intimate than being sucked off- and he didn't want to start 
tonight. 


He felt Emma's mouth slide off his cock again, and he saw his chance before him. 


Just as Joe opened his mouth to put an end to whatever this was, he felt Emma's fingertip move upwards and 


touch something inside him. 
Then there was something wrong-- it felt good. It felt very good. 


It felt so good, that Joe saw his hardened prick twitch involuntarily on his abdomen, and a quick and shaky high 


pitched moan escaped his already opened mouth. It practically sounded like a squeak. 


Whoa. 


Immediately, he shut himself up by smacking a hand over his lips. He asked himself ‘fuck-- was 
that really me?" 


Emma's eyes narrowed evilly, and she smirked. He looked at her, bewildered and blushing that she got a moan 
out of him so quickly. For fuck's sake, what had happened to his original goal of not becoming submissive? 
What exactly was happening right now? 


And for the love of god, why did he enjoy that? 


Before Joe had time to ask what the hell she just did to him, she did it again with her eyes focused on his 


reaction. 


She sent the electric sensation through him by rubbing slow circles on the same sensitive place as before. Joe 
removed his hand from his mouth, and gasped in a few firm breaths this time, wanting to keep control. For 


half a second, he felt like he was in labour of some sort. 
For fuck's sake, he was stronger than this 


It was a bit embarrassing, though- being taken like this. Joe never expected taking pleasure from his arsehole 
receiving attention, but he felt that it wasn't his fault, either. It felt like Emma was controlling him from the 
inside and making him feel the sparks of pleasure against his will. It had to be a trick and he was sure of it. 


"Feels good, right?" she practically giggled. He didn't want to admit she was right, but when he felt her finger 


curl again, he let his toes curl and uncurl as well. Just like that, he felt instantly close. 


"Ahh." he succumbed to the feeling more, his head dipping forward to look at her actions. He saw exactly what 
he felt- so why was this making him melt with such pleasure? 


Joe thought of stopping her again, but it was quickly shut down. Now, he wasn't sure if he wanted her to stop. 
Somehow, that little press of her fingertip felt just as good, if not better, than being sucked off. Part of him 


wanted to see where she could take him. 


Part of him also wanted to save himself the embarrassment by reacting neutrally to every probe deeper. 
Maybe she'd give up and free him if she got no satisfaction from it. 


The plan seemed perfect in the second it took Joe to think of it, but his mind went blank in an instant upon 
feeling Emma's finger scoop within him and wiggle against the same sensitive spot as before. And Joe was 


unprepared for it. 


"Ah-!" he squeaked, his cock twitching and dripping again. His breathing thickened as she repeated the same 
motion time after time, consistently brushing the same area and making Joe's toes curl up tighter as he 


choked out a "Fuck-!" 


He gripped tufts of his own hair as he squeezed his eyes shut, Emma taking his prick back in her mouth. 
Great, now she knew how to weaken him. 


Up and down she'd go, and round and round her finger would go on that spot. The sparks would begin with her 
hand, and then they'd travel up to where her mouth was. 


"God-!" 

Joe could hardly believe what was happening, and before he knew it, he had his hips rolling around her finger 
like any other bird he'd shagged before. Her circular motion felt awfully similar to what he'd do to her if the 
daily routine had stayed true to its order. She was hitting every right spot, and he was panting like a bitch in 
heat from it, too. 

"Fuckin ‘ell.." 

For a moment the thought popped into his head, "s this what it feels like to be fucked?" 

Before he knew it, Emma's finger was moving in and out of him- constantly rubbing his weak spot. It felt like 
every breath that came out of him was magically transformed into a moan. He wasn't normally a moaner- let 
alone one who was this vocal. 


This is wrong, this is wrong that this is happening. 


He had no idea what Emma was doing to him, but he couldn't get enough. His skin felt like it was on fire or 


covered in stardust: 
"Its so- it's so good-!" he heard himself say, "Nghh.. 

fs this really what women feel during sex? It feels tis amazing? 

"Fuckin hell, Emma.. don't stop." 

Would a prick feel this good? 

For fuck's sake- WHY was he thinking that? 

Emma's mouth was taken off him and she asked, "You should convince me to not stop. You should ask for it” 
Also great now how was he supposed to ask for that? 

"You wanna beg for me?" Emma teased. 


"How do you expect me to do that?" Joe smirked back, out of breath. 


"Very simply. Just ask me for it. If you won't, guess I'll just stop-" 


"No! | want it." Joe whined. It was strange, conversing in the middle of just another hookup- especially while 


her finger was still there. 

"Let me know how much you want it" 

Fucking hell. This was getting more humiliating. 

"| want it," Joe tried to come up with some good begging, "I need it, l-l need to feel it." 


"Need to feel what?" Emma tilted her head before plunging her finger back into Joe and curling it once more, 


but harder, "This?" 
Joe arched his back and tangled his fingers in the sheets, yelping, "Oh-! Yeah, yeah that.. | need that.” 


At this point, it occurred to Joe that the ‘routine’ had been lost right from the get-go. He'd misfired at his 
target, and now he was paying for it- big time. 


Emma, however, had hit the bulls-eye. 
"You wanna keep feeling hot like this, yeah? Make be believe you want it" 


Joe felt the precum practically flowing out of him now, "I want it. And | want you to suck me off with that 
dirty little mouth of yours too." 


"You can do better than that. How badly do you want it?" Emma's urgency was raised as she squeezed the 


base of Joe's stiff prick, "Make me want to do it to you." 


"Nghh!" Joe whined in louder ecstacy, squeezing his eyes shut and turning his head into the pillow, "I want it 
badly!" 


It was hard at first, but the words somehow wouldnt stop now. 
lm- fuck, Im burning up, baby." 

He was so out of breath he thought it may have all been over already. 
"Just, please-" 


But the finger circling his passage reminded him otherwise. 


"Ah... touch me there.." 

It was taking him too far. 

"Please." 

And he was getting so close to coming he thought he would explode. 

"| need it." 

Christ, was he really saying those words? Was he really begging for this now? He was supposed to be 

making her beg for it, but somehow the tables had completely flipped flopped. He thought he had her wrapped 
around his finger, when- quite literally- he was wrapped around hers. Emma had won, and there was no going 
back. 

Emma lowly hummed, "As you wish." 

"Ugh--!" he grunted as Emma's mouth closed around his cock, and went back to sucking him. The finger within 
him kept moving as well, circling and pressing and rubbing that newly found sweet spot. He found it so hard to 
wrap his head around why he was such a moaning mess, but he didn't want to dwell on it. He couldn't, anyway- 


- not with Emma keeping him so close to the edge. 


Desperate to move, he stretched his forearms up over his face and moaned helplessly. He thought it sounded 


more like a cry. 

"You're good," Emma reassured him in an oddly gentle tone, "No need to hide." 
"How do you-" he panted heavily, "Know l'm--?" 

"Cos I've seen this before." 

"Oh." 

Oh 

He wasnt the first, then 


For an instant, Joe began to wonder how many other men Emma had confused like this in her travels. For an 


even faster instant, he wondered if any of his bandmates had experienced such a thing. 
His mind was wiped blank when she began to thrust her finger again 


"Guh-! Ahh.. babe-- l'm- gonna." 


"Not yet" she took her mouth off him to say only two words. It felt so controlling, like it was enough to 


convince him to hold out a little longer. 


She began working him faster, building up speed, and building up the release that was about to eat Joe alive. He 
felt like he was going absolutely ballistic- constantly riding on the edge of orgasm but never making that 
relieving leap to abandon it. His hands were gripping the sheets, tugging on them like his life depended on it. 


Emma kept staring up at him while she worked him to a new high, watching him writhe and moan helplessly. 
Joe could feel it creeping up on him from the inside- the new, raging sensation making his head spin. When it 
finally happened, it was almost as if a pin dropping had set him off. Emma changed the angle of her finger, 
brushed against the sensitive spot faster, and Joe was sent over the edge. He tried to keep himself quiet, but 


he'd never felt anything like this before- he'd never been this aroused or driven this wild. 


Joe arched up, threw his head back, and squeezed his eyes shut. With his mouth in the perfect 'o' shape, he 
was the splitting image of every female orgasm he joked of in the past. 


"Ohh! Right there--!"" he cried out in surprise and immense satisfaction, "Emmall" 

He couldn't hold back, so when he felt himself go over the edge at last, the moans and sobs and screams came 
out of him beyond his control. He couldn't think of anything else to do other than cry out and just let it 
happen to him until it stopped. He said things he had no control over, and heard them escape his mouth before 
his mind had time to register them. 

"Ah- yes- yes! Oh fuck- I'm coming!" 

His pleas were increasingly desperate now. 

"Em- Emma- oh, right therel! Here it- ahh-!!" 

Truly, he was past the point of control. 

With his muscles contracting around Emma's finger beyond his will, he kept his back arched and yelled up at 
the ceiling as he finally orgasmed. He trembled as the powerful wave of pleasure ripped through him. If anyone 
else had heard, they would've thought he was practicing a trademark scream to add to a new Def Leppard 


song. 


It was only when he felt his release explode over him that he realized Emma's mouth wasn't present on him 


anymore. 
‘She wasn't touching my cock, and | came" he realized at the speed of light. "How the hell dd that happen?" 


Despite that, she continued to please him, letting him ride out the blissful orgasm. His hands were behind his 


head, both of them frantically grasping the pillow, turning his knuckles white as he writhed into a melting mess 


of pleasure. 


Joe suddenly went totally limp against the bed with a thick exhale as if he'd been stricken dead. His chest 
heaved up and down, his heart threatening to fight its way out of him as it tried to find a normal pace. His 


still spread legs were drooping and trembling. 

"Fuckin- fuck me.." Joe's voice was high, raw, and a bit scratchy as he finally started to come down from the 
intense rush. Every heavy pant that came from him was high pitched and full of post-orgasmic energy. By 
now, his seed had run down onto his balls, and onto Emma's hand. 

He was still shaking and heavily panting for what felt like minutes before he felt her slowly remove her finger 
from him. He whined upwards at the ceiling, still not sure if he had gained his control back or not. His eyes 
were barely open, but Emma could see them clearly partially rolled up under his eyelids. 

He's clearly, thoroughly fucked out. Emma admired the end result of her work before her. A goal A home run 


Mission accomplished 


Emma found her way up to his head, and gently placed a hand on his damp and heaving chest. His eyes rolled 
back further, and his eyelids closed over them. 


She leaned in close to his ear and whispered, "Told you ld take you high." 


Her hand moved up to the opposite side of Joe's face, and turned him towards her, allowing her to plant a kiss 
at an odd angle on his lips. 


It was a while before Joe could speak again. Whatever Emma had done to him, he'd quickly discovered, had an 
amazing afterglow. If he had to reciprocate and give Emma her due, he felt it would take him days to recover 


before he could. His eyes were closed for so long he didn't realize Emma had started cleaning him up. 

Great, just when it couldnt get any more humiliating, now Im being cleaned up by her as well 

He didn't move or object, though- his head was still spinning too much in order for him to get a solid grip on 
his surroundings. When she was done, she took a position in laying next to him, her head propped up on her 


elbow. 


"You ever have any other girl touch you like that?" her voice made Joe's whole body twitch in surprise. His 


glossed over eyes opened and his head turned to her. 


"You mean the--?" Joe didn't want to say it. He didn't know how to describe the action that was performed on 


him. 


"Mm hm," was all Emma said to confirm. 
"How do you mean..?" 


She smirked, "I know when it's been someone's first time for that. You loved it, but you were trying to deny 


it 

Joe instantly felt his face flush. 

"Yeah." was all he agreed with. 

"Nothing to be ashamed of, love. Not many men get to experience that" 

And | thought the humiliating bits were over. What, am I supposed to thank her or something? 


"All you gotta do is make the other person want to do it to you. It dd drive you wild, but that means my work 
here is done," she rolled to her side of the bed and stood up. 


The singer on the bed, still out of breath, raised himself up on his arms and frowned, “But- don't you want me 
to--?" 


"To shag me? Nah, I've still got plans tonight, and | can tell when someone's thoroughly done and fucked out. | 
won't push it. This was really fun, though. Your mouth is definitely a good one, and that scream you gave 
there? Totally hot." 


Oh, so now Ive gotta thank her- he supposed. 


"Thanks, love," Emma found her clothes and put them back on. Joe suddenly felt tension in the room, as if he 
had to kiss her or say something. The tension soon found itself swimming around in the lower part of Joe's 
abdomen The exhausted and satisfied flames in his middle haunted him as he tried to think of what to say. 


What were you supposed to say to someone after that? 


"I hope you come see us again soon," was what Joe came up with. fuck, now | made it sound like | want to track 


her down and have a second go at that. 


Emma smiled that dominating smile again, and crawled back on his bed, slamming a quick kiss to his lips again 


one last time. 
"Keep an eye out, then" she told him. 


And with that, she disappeared from the room, leaving Joe there on the bed in the aftermath of her pleasure. 


He was absolutely certain he'd never meet anyone like her again 

wa/t/nw 

Sav knocked on their door sometime later, and a muffled "comin" sounded from the other side. He opened it to 
find Joe laying on their bed, shirtless and apparently exhausted. The singer seemed half asleep when Sav's eyes 
found him. 

"Your bird is gone then, yeah?" Sav asked him. 

"Yeah, she left within the hour. Had plans." 


"So did mine. This bed better be clean," Sav srickered, taking off his coat and shoes, "Is it?" 


Joe could still feel Emma cleaning him up. Instantly, he felt the exhausted flames of afterglowing satisfaction 
pool back in his middle. 


"Yeah, it is, don't worry." 

"Bloody hell, you look like you got your rocks off pretty good. You look exhausted." 

Joe just smiled and shrugged, hearing the echo of his begging and moaning and screaming from earlier. 
1 need it." 

It was something he knew he had to keep to himself at all costs. 

"Please." 


‘lm exhausted, too." Sav began to strip down to his boxers as well, having already showered at the venue. Joe 


averted his eyes, not exactly sure why it made him uncomfortable. 


"Oh," Sav mentioned, "And the clerk gave me a look when | walked in- you think she knows you came back here 
to shag?" 


"She's not thick, of course she knows that." 


"Yeah, you're right. No secret at this point," Sav crawled into the bed next to Joe, "Well, | won't keep you up. 
Night" 


Joe rolled over to turn out the lamp, "Night" 


And both of them were swallowed in darkness. While Joe was lying right next to Sav, he still felt so far from 


him. His eyes trailed across the ceiling, feeling the imaginary tension and pressure his mind created. He felt 
different now- like he had to tell someone of what happened that night. Yes, it was amazing- extraordinary, 
even- but the weight of it felt almost unbearable. The best orgasm he'd ever had, but he wasn't topping his 
target. 


And her finger, he reminded himself, Her finger was. 

Even in his thoughts, he couldn't think of the exact words to describe. 

And | liked it 

Joe knew he couldn't dwell on it anymore if he was ever going to get some sleep. Maybe Joe'd talk to Sav when 
the time was right. Maybe that time was right now. They were alone, they were tired-- it wouldve been raw 


and honest and private. A late night man-to-man talk. 


They all talked about shagging close to often. After being on the road so much and living so close to each 
other, how could they keep it all in? 


This, however- this was too embarrassing to mention, but too significant to keep a secret. But. other men 


have felt it too? 

In the blackness, Joe tried to recall any of his bandmates ever mentioning something like this happening to 
them, but his mind turned up blank results. His dwelling led him to wonder if the man laying next to him in 
particular had been put through such a thing. Even faster, the image of Sav moaning and writhing as someone 
took him flashed under Joe's eyelids. The exhausted sparks in him were stirred briefly as the vision surfaced. 


Just as quick as it came, though, he shut his eyes tighter to make it go away. 


If Joe did tell him, Sav wouldn't fully understand unless he'd had it done to him before. What if Joe asked him 


and found out he'd never experienced such a thing? 


‘Maybe you could show him.." a voice in his head whispered, and Joe nearly sat up to object at his own 


thoughts. 
No. No fucking way. 


A solid ‘no' didn't stop his mind from pondering on it a little longer, though. The whole experience seemed like a 
myth. Joe wondered if he'd ever feel it again. 


Because really, how do you ask someone to do that to you? 
Emma's voice rang in his ears, “All you gotta do is make the other person want fo do it fo you." 


Maybe she was right. Maybe he was limiting himself. Maybe he should take her advice. 


He rolled onto his side, facing away from Sav. 


It was the perfect opportunity to mention it to him. It was much more ideal than being on the tour bus, where 


it wasn't exactly ‘private’. 


Sav wouldn't judge (at least, not as heavily), and he'd take Joe's side in anything. He was always the one to 
have a comfortable intimate conversation with-- he was always the one to be more intimate with in general. 


Tonight was certainly the right time if there ever was one. 


No. Not tonight. Joe brought himself against it anyway. He rested into the bed at last, holding onto the dulled 


sparks still in his muscles. 


Tonight's over. HI tell him later. 


